A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Brown joins me with fifty-eight men, the remains
of a battalion.
Stonewall Metcalfe crossed further south with
under a hundred men all told. A fresh brigade of
another division comes to our rescue. We receive
orders to concentrate at Petit Mortier. Meanwhile,
Brown and three others, who have had no breakfast
(no one else had I am sure) ask leave to go in the
car to Steenwerck for a meal, en passant. Later we
place a Lewis gun in the car and use it in retirement,
until 12th April.
We fight on until the i2th, while Metcalfe gains
six hundred yards of ground in a counter-attack
with the and Royal Scots Fusiliers. The old warrior,
badly hit in the leg, at last makes his bow to the
firing line for ever. He is perhaps a record. Three
months in action, two D.S.O.'s and a bad wound at
over fifty years of age. It has been a ghastly let
down, but a triumph for certain individuals. If the
Portuguese had never entered the line it would not
have been so. Aided by fog and a hurricane bom-
bardment, the Germans knew where to attack! The
uniforms of the Germans and Portuguese are not dis-
similar. Hundreds of Portuguese were mown down
by our machine guns, and rifle fire. After all, 'fire
at all field grey advancing towards us? was a legiti-
mate order! In discussing this debacle I say, in answer
to a question, shortly after our mishap; 'And the
204